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"mat a nerve she has!"
"Get out of here! Go back to your places!" cried the
gendarmes, pushing ahead. The people in front of the
mother swayed and held on to one another.
She felt that they were ready to understand and to be-
lieve her, and she wanted to hurry and tell them all she
knew, all the thoughts whose power she had experienced.
They rose from the bottom of her heart and formed
a song, but she realised with a pang that she could not
sing it—her voice was cracked and'broken.
"The words of my son are the honest words of a work-
ingman who has not sold his soul. You can tell honest
words by their boldness!"
A pair of youthful eyes were fastened on her in fear
and ecstasy.
Someone struck her in the breast and she fell down on
the bench. The arms of the gendarmes flashed over the
heads of the crowd, clutching at collars and shoulders,
pushing people aside, snatching off caps and tossing then)
to the other end of the room. Everything swam before
the mother's eyes, but she conquered her weakness to cry
out with what was left of her voice, "Band together, good
people, into one strong force!"
A gendarme caught her by the collar with a large,
beefy hand and shook her.
"Shut your mouth!"
Her head struck against the wall; for a second the acrid
smoke of fear rose in her heart, but courage flared up
again, driving away the smoke.
"Get along with you!" said the gendarme.
"Don't let anything frighten you! Nothing could be
worse than the lives you live...."
"Shut up, I tell you!"
The gendarme took her arm and pushed her. Another
gendarme took her other arm and together they led her
away.
".. .than the bitterness that eats at your heart and
gnaws at your soul every day!"

